18" collar and supply sgt as bone lazy w sullen dignity 
ZESTlang, excite throughout 

impressionistic child and adult pvs simult 

back to k whre they might kill me 

clocks run faster 

leaping trans! 

all of life is smashed into ech momentok poetic and mixed med too epet images 
esp gray stuff etc 

struc note and varia of scapegoat of child etc 

story bout youth! but about time secondarily 

your comment as to maturation --group with empha on 

growing up etc 

rem funeral process in K laughing and later taking to task 
since then other process in Ireland or Leb or Isrial etc etc 
is growing up just manners 


begin: I'm in the Imperial Hotel! (I am telling myself this in the my 
bathroom mirror--collar 

now etc--So many years after;8 

am i telling you this so you'll think 

I;m a good boy and smart and have read a book...then) 

why go bak after they ripped somethng down? 

ROCKER FOUR--drink contest braggin abut something 

--Sarges wink 


rhythm of s--in most part--frenzy interr by parens but curve will be 
one parens of fury 

curous struc --directed to adult reader who by implication is one 

of the shits PRETTY COMPLEX! 


alley mud smelled differently --grays and rain --bamboo cape 

soft purple wrapped in--very faint pastels 

and girls in dept stores. I couldn't say savor this this is the orient 
and special and you'll never have this again 

whatever forced me on had no such thoughts--and yet I did 


you go back and relive but that's impossible by definition 


livng is always now whether it's drinking tepid cocoa or leaping up the 
barricades, yet there is a pleasure in being there as I speak to you 
even though such a there is gone in time and in geography, tht is 
thre;s probably a shopping center back up to a highway where I wass 
aswim in that gray soft rain, that soot fingering the iron sky 

SICK FEELINGHIGH IN CHEST -- HEARTSICK ETC 

SICK FEELINGHIGH IN CHEST -- HEARTSICK ETC 

SICK FEELINGHIGH IN CHEST -- HEARTSICK ETC at sea 6s and 7s 


savor this but couldn't--turmoil 

old vs young story 

2-3 pps 

2 tiered army 

NOT SUCH A BIG DEAL 

1,2 pps an overwhelm!!! 

imp to capture youth attitude , hurt, righteousness 


narr is 19 
and K shit in pants story--story meant to ridicule young! 
older officer tells us and and mocks us and them --the cynics role-- 
hated evry moment of asumed role 


Every culture has that story in one form or anothher- - 
comedy of manners etc 

knew went to serv that all would be blamed on the kid 
--a reason, the attitude why I left ==why yg people leave 
jobs I had where "kid" was blamed 

children as scapegoats etc 

I blamed kids. distrust of 

auto tubing guy in Mo. 

I felt ridiculous that day more than any other 

--stays w me not just as some sort of culture index 

I pass as an adult now and try not repeat mistakes 


natural youth solidarity--adults staring no dead on--angled 
start of supercillious smile (then parens of fury--how do 
they acquire the privilege to hurt..in j case polite venom) 


Just by living longer? 
ARMY IGNORANCE!!! ! 


getting clean a la chap in novel 


Imperial hotel--that impulse compared to below 


GOING AFTER THE MILKSHAKE!!! ! 


callow as awk and yet nursed by others and forgiven and 

loved--my enemies and they didn't think I was ashole 

Korean urban of cardboard and corrug iron -- 

K aS mountain people 

softer in Japan--imp trying to understand aand thinking a few facts ll help 


high energy 1 or so p jap demonstra story 


they do it in background--can they be seen? Prob not--walleyed 

our thrashing escalating rhythm 

then she put on kerchief and joined line --thenv ery smallest smile 
in her wlaleye he tries to get close but comps come 


their kindness to me as indiv soldier--rub hair--You don't know do you? 

you # 10 No! #1; whatsamattayou CTR AND QUOTE ITAL 

then almost a conga line to whatsamattayou--EVERUYONE SANG IT AS A SILLY SONG 
--odd mix of Jap and Amer and hillybilly music by Jap bands in 

club 

I would have carried banner not because of cause but 

of ferocious rhythmic excitement 

looked strange in newsreel but comfortable 

if that force could be harnessed --good thing it can't 

old bureaucrats in russian and east europe etc 


picture on banner imp 


girl in scalding laugh, alternates w tenderness 

your pouty face and they make fun 

ripp at ea other's clothes 

(i think of it now as the only unselfconscious sexual in ident i ever had 
etc) 

against adults --disapproval of staring adults and blank look which 
spoke volumes etc 

sees headbands as bloody through cracks of stairs 

brass buttons ordinace etc 

slapping away hands 

then sun and banners 

she is young student , schoolgirl barely of age,penny loafers 
empha of callowness and how adults'd 

crit--sense of surround and yet bubble and maybe 

bubble gum shared w japanese markings toe-in 

poss of insert teaching ladylike and her flaunting, pointing to 
little frames and then acting out poses 

the mutual fumbling over very shortly--how to motivate- - 
lsthave her feel as if to affirm tht he is real and physical 
they chew bub gum and she fixes his tie and goes 

she says hello when leaving breathy 

how politics has nothing to do w indiv esp when you realize 
he's hardly a symbol 


madness of rhythms 
his feel at endok impor 


I'm at Imp hotel! going throun a sort of bazaar etc 
howmany yrssince war ended 
_ 


desk clerks' indulgent smiles ove 30 yrs alothough their bodies 
have gotten older etc 

images of them presently 

under stairs like basset etc no piss but mud and straw 


cops in blacks w white clubs in wave 

dual menace and laughter 

kidn of rhymic shuffle 

stayed understairs and watched and cops laughed in pursuit 


left and felt very free 


I LOVE THAT YOUNG MAN AND YET THERE IS LESS AND LESS TO SAY ABOUT HIM. 
He was mostly intention. Wish. The wish came true under those stairs. 
Much of my life hasn't come true. 

Who am I now ? I must speak for that young man I was , not 

enoguh has been said about him while there is less and less and less to 
say of the man I am now and when there is nothing more to say 

then I will die for that's when we did when there etc 

and we therefore cannot say it. The years and selves we left 

behind are dead and yet they never die, not even when we do. 

If only I could kiss him and say your heart is good. You are trying 

so hard to be a person. I who want so desperately now to lie down 


with a woman as I write this, want to lie down with that young man. 
I want to whisper to him to reveal his heart. 

THE PARADOX: RESOLVE ABOVE 

HOW TO SHOVE THAT LOVE EVEN TO SEXUAL AREA? AND THEREF UNCOMFORTABLE 
JUNGIAN: LOVING THE MALE AND FEMALE PARTS OF YOU 


you have to forgive each other 


